. TheTragcdie 

Would tctnptvntoa clofc exploit ofdcath. 

Boj. My Lord, I know a dilcoutcntcd Gentleman, 

Whofc hum ble meanes match not his haughtie minde. 

Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing, 

Kin^^ What is his name'' j 

Bej\ His harae my Lord,is Tirrcll. r 

- King. Goc call him hither prefcntly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittic Buckingham, 

No more fliall be the neighbour to my counlcli^ 

Hath he f® long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops hr rtow for brea th ? 

Enter D*rhj. 

— How now, what newes with you? - 

D<ir. My LordjI hearc the MarqucfTcDorfet 

Is fled to Richmond jin thofc parts beyond the fcas where 
heabides< 

— King. Catesby. CAt. My Lord. ' 

Rumor it abroad 

That Anncmy wifeis fickeand likctodie, 
Iwilltakeordcrforherkcepingclofc: 

Enquire me out feme meanc borne Gentleman, ' ; ' - ' 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, ' ” 
Theboyisfooli(h,and£fearcnothim: 

Looke how thou dreamft s I fay againe,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it,fbr it flands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I muflbc marfied to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfc my kingdomc ftands on brittle glalfc, 

Murther her brothcr$,and then marry her, 

Vnccrtainc way ofgaincjbut I am in 

Sofarrcinblood,thatfinpluckeonfln, , 

Teare falling pittic dwels not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel, 

Isthy narocTirrell? /• l- a 

Tir. lames Tirrcl,andyourmoflobcdicntfubicct, 

Art thou, indeed? 
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ofRichard the thrid. 

Mowthy proud ncckcjbearcs halfemy burthenedyoke. 

From which ,cuen hcrc,l flip my weary nccke, 

And Icaue the burthen of it all on thee : 
farewell Yorkes vvifcjandgQiiccnc of fad mifchance, 

Xhefe Ef’S^fh woes, will make mefiTiilcin France, 

0a. O thou well skild in cutfcs,llay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfc mine enemies. 

0. Forbcarc toflccpchenighr,andfaflthcday. 
Compare dead happinclTc with liuing woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And hethat flew them fowler then he is : 

Bcttringthy lolfe naakes the bad caulcr worfc, 

Reuoluingthis, will teach thee how to curfe. 

My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

^Ma. Thy woes wil make them fliarp,& pierce like mine. 
Dat. Why fhould calamitic be full ofwords ? Exit. 
Windie atturnics to your client woes, 

Aicricfuccccdcrsofintcflatc ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ofmiferies, 

Let them hauc fcopc, though what they do impart 

Helps not at all, yet do they cafe the heart. 

Bm.\i fojthen be not toong tidc,goe with roe. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmothcr 

My damned fonne, which thy twofonnesfmothred : 

I hcarc his drum, be copious in cxclairacs. 

Enter King Richard marching with "Drummes, 
andTrumpeti. 

Kin^. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Du't. A (he, that mjght hauc intercepted thee. 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed worobc, 

From all the (laughters wrctch,that thou had done. 

Hid’d thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 
Where fhould be graucn,if that right were right, 

Thefliughter ofthc Prince that owdethat crownc,. 

And the dire death of my two fonnes,and brothers ; 

Tell me thou villaine flaue, where arc nay children? . 


